HONOURS.
We sit unowned upon our burial sod,
And know not whence we come or whose we be, Comfortless mourners for the mount of God, The rocks of Calvary :
Bereft of heaven, and of the long-loved page
Wrought us by some who thought with death to cope ; Despairing comforters, from age to age Sowing the seeds of hope :
Gracious deceivers, who have lifted us
Out of the slough where passed our unknown youth ; Beneficent liars, who have gifted us With sacred love of truth !
Farewell to them : yet pause ere thou unmoor
And set thine ark adrift on unknown seas : How wert thpu bettered so, or more secure Thou, and .thy destinies ?
And if thou searchest, and art made to fear
Facing of unread riddles dark and hard, And mastering not their majesty austere, Their meaning locked and barred ;
How would'it make the weight and wonder less,
If, lifted from immortal shoulders down, The worlds were cast on seas of emptiness In realms without a crown,